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Cle anleee i MORE POLICEMAN IS™M™M! 
the Si ralk Bs i he ee success of our Christmas Number, we have still a few copies on hand, consequently Poor Dad has ayain had to take to 
oppeated ae sp! is olive-branches round him, in a speech, full of dramatic fire, during the delivery of which the Twins were visibly affected, Papa 

children for assistance. The youngsters, moved to tears by his eloyuence, rashly promised anything, and are now suffering for their 


temerity, " . : 
y. The City Police do not seem to agree with Pa’s method of advertising, and five of my Family are now languishing in gaol.” —Toorste. 


THE BARBER’S BOY. 


—~— 


THE short life of Samuel Male, a boy, executed at Tyburn 
on March 25th, 1773, for robbing an elderly lady on the 
highway, is briefly recorded by Messrs. Knapp and Bald- 
win, attorneys-at-law, 

On September 4th, 1772, he was arraigned at the bar of 
the Old Bailey for robbing a Mrs. Ryan, and in the news- 
paper account of the affair, was alluded to as “the unfortu- 
nate barber's boy.” The prosecutrix and her witnesses 
swore positively that the prisoner committed the affair on 
June 17th then past. The persons in court consequently 
supposed that the jury would find the boy guilty; but 
when he was called upon for his defence, Male declared 
that he was innocent, and that the records of the Old Bailey 
would prove where he was on the day of the robbery. 

Reference being made to the books, strange to say, it was 
found that on the verv day and hour the robbery was said 
to have taken place, Samuel Male was actually on his trial 
at the bar where he then stood, for another robbery, when 
he was unfortunate enough to have been mistaken for the 
robber, He was therefore at once acquitted, and “ his case 


’TWIXT SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS. 


SAMOS 


Mean 
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greatly commiserated.” ; 
His biographers go on to say, “We might surely conclude 
that these escapes, when innocent, would have deterred him 


from guilt; but the inside of Newsate will auielly eon: 
dowith 


‘> desperation, W, 
‘on suicideand Mereeeibesl: Heads, suicide! Tails, the dreadful alterna- But the sudden entrance of Mrs. W. deepens the tragedy. Why, oh! A : é 
“bin of a coin shall de i hew tive! Horror !—a tail! There isno appealing = why came it not a head ? taninate the youthful mind, and theash discharge 
ecide it, from Fate, and the maiden is not coy. [luur IW. has not been seen for some days. Friends fear the worst, honour, he came outa determined thief; but hus career of 
é rf, : 
nary 
eo 


iilainy was short indeed, for six months afterwards we find him 
expisting his crimes at the gallows,” ite , 

He wis, it appears, very shortly after his discharge from prison, 
charged with robbing a Mrs. Grigniou, and this time, failing to 
prove an alibi, he was found guilty, “The circumstances of his 
wequittals,” say the same authorities, “which might have proved 
advantageous, now militated against him, Merey could not be 
extended tu one who, in defiance of all warning, would turu 
robber,” . 

It isa pity that the evidence at the last trial is not given, for one 
cannot help thinking that justice, having blundered twice, might 
well blunder again, [t seems strange enough that the barber's boy 
should twice have been mistaken for some other boy so like him. 
Where was that other boy when the last robbery was committed ? 

There is no telling now; but, sure enough, Samuel Male was 
hanged alonz with three other robbers. “ The ages of these four 
malefactors,” we read, “did but just outnumber the scriptural 
number of the years of one man; yet it is said, ‘though young in 
years, they were old in iniquity.’ ” 

The age of Male is not given, 

. e * ° ° e 


UMILLYAITIN CONFESHUN. . he ee 

thare as bin badd times. the ole fossle av ursk iff iss paiper iss 
too be fil with Lis weak after weak, same ass other sassity Gernels. 
€ av insist mee an billium one upp. 

wee do, wee ain't kild no ole woman, 

hor no pleseman, 

nor no boi bi the naim off taiters. 

thare ain't no kaif, 

nor no phrogs. 

wee av dun wot wee cood fore the circkleashun, 

wee ain't bigger liers nor other litry chapps, 

(Next week,“ A Penny Dreadful.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
os 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Skefches to-he returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Unintentronal, Miss CRALLocK, We'll acerpt your word for 
that, How can SLOPER help it, DARKIE? Don't be such an awful 
Hat. Lots of useless SLi Twiset, Reach us in that stupid 
way. Quite impossible, AN ARTIST, Realiy you wal have te pay. 
Try some other paper, GREENWICH, Story 8s far too long for ours, 
Gladly, had we space, ADMIRER. Send another, ARTHUR TOWERS. 
You must pay the postage, TUBTER, Out of print entirely, HODGE, 
Probably yow re right, A Native, It's the Elder's latest dodge. 
Any other time, EMBARGO, We are somewhat busy now. Very 
sorry, THREE YEARS' ReADER, That ae cannot tell you how, 
SLOPER wouldn't do it, WILLIAM, You may bet your only brown, 
It'sa mean and nasty action, Kicking anyone who's down, 


——— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Pauper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON,E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bilis will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


VARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut pie LA BaNxgun. 


£150 


Will be pard to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Ratlway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
Stoper’s Haur-louipay” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER’S HIALP- HOLIDAY” ts 
ablished throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


-_~ 


Newspaper Proprietor, Who is this Mr. Crochet who has 
written in for the situation of musical critic? Does he know any- 
thing about music? 

Musical Critic. Lor’ bless me, no! How could he? He was 
bandmaster for some years to the Royal Camel Corps, and he 
plays three or four instruments, and he’s composed a le dances 
and things—that's all! How can he know anything about musical 
criticism ? *° 


THE joys of married life are few and far between. Mrs. Spilli- 
kin's grown short-sighted, und the only way that she can discover 
if there isa golden hair on her husband's great-coat collar is by 
passing a red-hot poker within three inches of it, when she can 
tell the existence of the thing in question by the smell of the 
singeing. ee 

s 


First Fair Young Thing. Have you made up your mind whether 
you'll marry him or not, dear?” 

Second Fair Young Thing. [think T shall. Neither Stubbs nor 
Perry know anything about him, and brother Charlie has been 
through the back numbers of the Police News for the last five 
years without finding his name, so | suppose he's all right. 

* 
= 
“A VALIANT volunteer,” the lady cried, 
“Within my spacious lodgings did abide. 
He neither proved a blessing nor a boon; 
He shot but once, and then he shot the moon,” 
s* 

Tom, Coming to the club? 

Dick, No, thanks, I've got a bit of a headache. I don't care 
about going to the pub, to-night. 

Tom, L said the slut, hot the pub, 

Dick, What's the difference / 

Ld 

“ AH, winter has come again!” said the dear Old Man. “The 
robin redbreasts are on the hedge, the icicles hang from the trees, 
and our breath is frozen on the window-pane.” The eve of 
McGooseley beamed sarcastic-like. “Not quite all the bag o° 
tricks, ALLY dear, not unless it was 150 degrees below zero, because 
it’s too chock-full of alcohol for that breath of yours to freeze.” And 
once more the immortat gamp wag raised, and the gin crawl was 
at an end. se 

s 


Infurtated Patent Medicine Proprietor (struggling with his 
passion). Con—confound it, sir!) Wha—what do vou mean by it, 
sir? Do—do you call this giving meagood puff! How—how dare 
you ntlude to my pills as “an ever-failing remedy?” 

Lihitor, Ever fa— why, where's the pap—. Oh, here. Why, 
dash it, 1 wrote “never failing remedy.” z 


[And then they buth went out tu kill the printer, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 451.--The “Ship's Cook ” Costume, 


“ Does this belong to von?” 


He, Not married yet ? 
He. Impossible! 


The young lady who wishes to 
appear manly and vet ia too bash- 
ful to appear in tne street carry- 
ing a walking-stick, 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Some varieties of the Walrnssian Bear. 


T 


j 
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She, No! 


PATRONAGE. 
“Look here, you draw me something, and 
Tl have it framed! I will, really!" 
[Our artist 1s crerirhelmed with gratitude, 


(Saturday, December 17, 1892, 
———. ue 


“AH, Jaack, wheer aart thee been, land?” inqui ie 
man of a friend, whom he encountered, the vther 8 country 
trudging somewhat dejectedly along the turnpike, “T 
chaases, ow'r't Craasby, baackin’ squoir's baay,” was the 
fully-given reply. “Ay, sure,” came the next question ; § 
didst thee clear, land?" “Ma_ pockets,” responded 
sulkily, and, with never another word, he once more x 
towards the village. “° 


flernoun, 
Bteep'e. 
Borrow. 
“and whaat 
the other, 
et his face 


Goodheart. Ah, well, well, the poor fellow ma nivpede 
but, really, he seemed so wretched when he por Mi llctares 
Ne Se rouseet. did h mat 
‘ardhead, Well, aud what di e say when you i 

fiver? Did he express much gratitude ‘id yee Rare hiinn the 

Goodheart, Yes, poor chap, he was delighted. He said he w uld 
be indebted to me for life. as 

Hardhead. Humph! just so, And he probably will, 

se 
* 


THOUGH your wife may dislike you to bet, it’s a case 
Which really ought uot to upset her; 
For how can a man who will bet on a race 
Be worse than a man who's no better? 
ss 


s 
Little Sister. Why is a battle called an engagement, Sissjo? I 
thought an engagemeut was when people were courting }./ 
they got married, ie 
Sissie (who has been there). Well, it’s much the same sort of 
thing, dear. In both cases there's a lot of arms all round one, and 
you fall in, and fall out ; and there's a lot of powder used, and in 
the winter-time a heavy fire is kept up, and—and—but you'l| 
understand all about it wheu you get a little older, aia 
ss 


before 


a 
SHE was 80 shy and retiring, poor dear, that, although she loved 
him to distraction, she never would let him kiss her unless he took 
her to the top of the Monument, so that there should not be the 
east chance of anyone hearing the sound, 
ss 


» 

Angry Voice fram Upstairs. How on earth do you think T can 
work with all that row, If you don't keep those children quiet, 
Maria, I'll come down and throw them all out of the window. 

Lady Visitor, My gracious ! is that your husband ?—is he out of 
his mind? 

Author's Wife. Oh, no !—he's in his write mind. 

zs * 
= 

THE Office Lunatic has been temporarily maimed by the indig- 
nant members of the staff because he lately waltzed into the otfice 
and wanted to know whether a singer could legally be punished 
for uttering bass notes. *,* 


First Friend. 1 want my boy to rise in the world. Now, you're 
aman of good, sound judgment ; what profession would you advise 
me to pnt him to? 

Second Friend, Wumph!—well, I should say make him an 
aeronaut. *\° 


“How comes that great pool of water on the platform?” asked 
the stern stationmaster. “Oh! it’s the tears shed by the 935 
passengers over the jokes in the comic annuals,” “ And what is 
that great pile of stuff ewept up against these pillars?" “The 
buttons, sir, off the weskits of them that have nigh bust themselves 
a-laughing over the Christmas number of the ‘ HALF-HOLIDay,’” 

zs * 
“COpHETUA swore 0. royal oath. 
This beggar maid shall be m) queen!” 
Which, | allow, was boldly quoth 
By King Cophetua XVI. 
But say, good reader, do you know 
Ile‘d ne’er have dared thus to unfurl 
His tongue if that young beggar maid 
Had been his mother’s servant girl ! 
= * 
a 

TooTsIF’s circulating library is getting on better than ever. We 
strongly recommend for perusal “The Thorn in the Wood,” by the 
wuthor of “No Rest for Her.’ Also, “ Heard Afar.” by the 
talented authoress of “With an Open Hand.” Also,“ The Gret 
that Kills,” by James Suoosby, the author of * Fallen to the Ice. 

-* 


* 

“T suppose young Jones is fond of Susan Snookson?” “1 
should think so, indeed!) Why, that waistcoat of his was entirely 
made out.of her cast-off gaiters, and the ribs of his wuinbrel ie from 
the wires of the dress-improvers she left off five years ago, 

zs 
* 

Rev. Mr, Cantwell. Yes, my young friend, it is perfectiy tre 
that we are made of clay and (raising his eyes) to clay we shall 
return. ; 

Yummy, Then, T s’pose n Chinaman is made of a better sort of 
clay thau we are, aiu't he? , 

[Lrcursions, alarums ani led. 
s 


; Py ; 

IF it were the fashion for folks to go in for appropriate bever- 

ages, eailors would drink port, curious people rum, poachers £in. 

conl-heavers eack, gardeners shrub, undertakers beer, charlatuns 

cham., and—oh, there! excuse us a moment, please, while we think, 
Ld 

Ld . 

Wonpens never cease. It has only just been discovered that it 

often takes a good rvwnd sum to square a pretty long bill. 

Ld 


= 
“AND am I really your dearest girl?” she asked, coyly, 9 ate 
nestled up against him, and laid her pretty golden head Mpa a 
manly shoulder. “You are, you are, indeed, my dearest. he 
sponded, as he pressed her to his heart, and reflected what oats 
more she cost him in jewellery and chocolate creams than any ‘ 
his other mashes. *,* 


In the Smoking-room. ee 
Friend. By the bye, old man, who was the old lady with grey 
hair you introduced me to? i ienine 
Host. Oh, that was my mother-in-law— my second mother! 
law, you know. : Pee 
Friend. Ah,you might call her mother-in-law once Fees 
Host, Wish to heaven I could, but she’s too bally artiul. 
knows when she’s well off, and there’s no removing her. 
s ¢ 
* 
THERE was a young man of Pontorson, 
Who once heard Sir Wilfrid discourse on 
The evils of drink, . 
But he didn’t much think 
He believed all he heard said by Lawson. 


* ae 

First Sweet Thing. Yes, he was awfully cut up when ! ae 
[should have to throw him over. He told me | was crue! be" 
less, wholly false. , eee 

Scoond Sweet Thing. Oh, Tsay! T shouldn't have let ie i 
that, I'd have shown him that my upper set of teeth es ! 
even if I couldn't have said the same of my hair or compen’ © 

And once again two hitherto dear f ricnas THIN’ 
ow other “cats. 
* 


Ten 
Mrs. Fluter, Uf there’s one thing T do hate, my Gu 
scandalmonger! There's that Mra. Trollop, new, AU 
word to say for nobody—though she's only a slag aati 
daughter, and worked ina factory, and they doa say & ¥ ae 
hair and’ false teeth, and painta like a girl of LaMar = 
though Tsay it as shouldnt, uo powder or, paint has pala ie 
my cheeks, What, dear? Oh, no! .W ell, just a ed he 
—nho more! as you say it is comfortin this cold weather. 
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Saturday, December 17, 1892.) 


_ Saturday, Peco $$$ 


TOOTSIE AT “KING LEAR’S.” 


: » been a good deal written about the King 
THERE hg Regs rusher and sister critics, Much that is 
Lars of the pas learned, and more or less 
\ amusing, has been said of 

the representations of the 
character by Phelps and Cres 
wick, Charles and Edmund 
Kean, Calvert and Edwin, 
Salviniand Rossi, Macready, 
David Garrick, and goodness 
knows whom besides. As 1 
happen to be only eighteen, 
I can’t be expected to re- 
member much of any of 
those | have mentioned, and, 
as to the play itself, except 
at the Lyceum, I am inclined 
to think | should find it a 
bit of a bore. 

King Lear is what actors 
calla “one-part play.” It is 
true that there are twenty- 
two speaking parts, but it is 
about as much as any of 
them can do to get a word in 
/ with the old man; and what 
1, would have happened if 
, Lear and Hamlet had come 
across one another in the 
/ same drama, is more than I 
vy,can imagine, 

There are no copyright or 
“author's fees about the 
“ Divine William's,” so any- 
bedy might play, or try to 
play, King ar, but else- 
where than at the Lyceum I 
don't think the experiment 
would be a profitable one. 
At the Lyceum it is quitea 
different thing altogether. 
The Lyceum is the one Shakespearian theatre — the theatre at 
whiei Shakespeare pays better than any other work, and Henry 
Irving, the cleverest of managers, knows how to put his pieces on. 

Kine Lear himself has what may be called a bad old time of it. 
The poor old farmer in “La Terre,” who executes a deed of gift in 
fivour of his ungrateful children, is hardly in it with Lear. 

lf the Bard of Avon had written the leading part for Henry 
Irving. he could not well have fitted him better. The performance 
iscvvery tine 
the 
madness 
well led up 
tooand the 
ehrracter 
throu whout 
im gvimpa- 
thetic touch 
with the an- 
doenee, The 
famous 
eurse is 
erand, and 
the whole 
death seene 
impressive 
and beau. 
tifnl 

Ellen 
Terry is, of 
course, de- 
hzhtful as 
ever, and, 
although 
Cordelia in / 
other hands 


HeNRY IRVING. 


Lear: 


might be \ i HO A 
es N Kin ay th Ww 
with — little 4 / \\ (\) \ 
remark, her / //, y) N \ 
tender and hif f) f / yf \ 
delicaterens | i! WAY : 
dering of Uji! 7 

the char. Earl of Gloster: Edmund: 
cect er ALFRED BISHOP. FRANK COOPER. 


reaches the 

leirt of all, Everybody was greatly pleased with William Terriss’s 
Edgar, Haviland. as the Fool, I liked much, and Gordon Craiz 
wasanadmirable Oswald, As the naughty daughters, Ada Dyas 
and Maud Milton act very well indeed. though, considered’ as 
d tzhters, ought to have, as Poor Pa says, “a good hard slap.” 

Howe plays the old man in genial fashion, and Frank Cooper, 

Aired Bishop and W, J. Holloway are good. Tyars, as Albany, ix 
powerful, and, indeed, of course, all iu the cast render essential 
““sistiCe In securing @& great success, 
_ dy lo the staxing of the piece, it is just perfect. Hawes Craven's 
Liulls of Dover are wonderfully effective. Most realistic, too, are 
F. Harker’s interiors, and the 
costumes, designed by Charles 
Cattermole and Mrs, Comyns 
Carr, are artistic and appropriate, 
and the snme, too, must be said 
of C. H. Fox's wigs. 

There appears always to have 
existed some considerable doubt 
as tv the exact period at which 
Lear is suppored to have lived, 
but Henry Irving fixes it at “a 
time shortly after the departure 
of the Romans from England, 
when the Britons would, natu- 
rally, inhabit the houses left 
vacant.” Ford Madox Brown, 
who has designed three of the 
scenes, made this suggestion to 
the management, and everybody 
having laid their heads together. 
you may take it for granted 
that the costumes are correct to 
a pin, or, rather, a skewer, with 
which rough instrument, I be- 
lieve, our ancestresses fastened 
on their clothes. “I've come 
/,*  unskewered, dear,” was possibly 

yy, 20 expression frequently heard 

//, % the early English hops. 
The Lyceum version of the 
Ws y drama is not, strictly speaking, 

4’, quite as Shakespeare Icit it, but 
// it is not likely anybody will 
grumble at the cuts. In the pre- 
face to his acting edition. Henry 
Irving says—“ This version has 
ee made for eects) use on 
eh ee ne stage, the play being neces- 
. Ke auiea i reasonable length to suit thees poncies of the 

ee ., In the curtailment, all the superfluous horrors have 
rrand ap All London will flock to the Lyceum to see this 

“ procuction, My advice to you is make one. 


‘cha: ELLEN TERRY. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“IN JEOPARDY EVERY HOUR.” 
From East to West, and from South to North, 
On their journey the engines fly, 
And insatiate Azraél glances forth 
From his lair with a watchful eve, 

Aud he warily waits for the woesome hour 
When the signalman, dazed and worn, 
Aud possessing no more than a mortal's power, 
To the slumber-zod's arms is borne. 
From North to South, or from West to East, 

Rushes fleetly the fated train; 
And Azraél gloats o'er his gruesome feast 
Ou his victims untimely slain ! 


From South to North, and from East to West, 
Rises fiercely a frenzied cry : 

“In the signalman’s keeping our lives must cost. 
Oh! why overwork him?) Why?" 

But the shriek is hushed as the days go by, 
And the good it has wrought is nil; 

And Azraél sees with a gladsome eye 
How his engines of slaughter still 

From East to West, and from South to North, 
On their perilous pathway scour, 

Oh, people of Britain! why ride ye forth 

n jeopardy every hour? 
a 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by iéimself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XXXVII. 

SLOPER AS A SOJOURNER AWAY. 


SoMETIMES I have been away, and under strange circumstances. 
T have been away but | have always returned home. Sometimes | 
have been lony, sometimes | have been short. 

(“LT have been long, but my heart has always been at home.” 
That is what he loves to say when he has had about only four of 
them on. He has been long at home when he has been bailed out. 
He has been short from home when he has come home on the pro- 
verbial stretcher. ‘The Old ‘Un's legs are short as are my com- 
ments.—Mcu. ) 

I have never been long from home, any more than an ordinary 
British husband could wish to be. | have been out on chucking- 
out times; certainly not on other times. | am not, as a rule, called 
away on business. | do not play the “ Pink Dominoes.” 

(should think not. He gets, though, quite enough dominoes 
on the optics if he does stop away for an afternoon, Broomsticks 
are as mere nothings tothe Old Un. As to stopping out late, he 
has seen enough in his cheerful time to supply a barrack door— 
St. George's Barracks.—I KY Mo.) 

‘; I have never in any way deceived as to the time of my coming 
ome, 

(hat he certainly has not. We a!l know, as 0 rule, the time that 
Pa has come home. He is not so quiet and peaceable as he might 
be. Sometimes he comes home early ; sometimes he comes home 
late; that’s a way he has, either one way or the other. People say 
when he comes home early he falls over the cat’s-meat ; when he 
comes home late he tumbles on the milkcans. It isa way that Pa 
has.—TOOTSIE. ) 

Asa man, philosopher and friend, I have never made it an abso- 
lute profession to miss last trains. When | have been late at 
business, it has been simple, straightforward Blue Piggery. 1 am 
not a deceitful man. When it has been Scotch it has been Scotch ; 
when it has been Irish it has been Irish, 

(There's no blooming manner of doubt about this. When he's 
had Irish, it has been Irish; when he's had Scotch, it has been 
Scotch. You could have told that very well from one end of the 
City to the Monument. I have heard before now that when he has 
sneezed at his best, the lions of Trafalgar Square, when he has 
only been as far as Short's, have got off the pedustal and been seen 
looking into the ponds. It isa way we all have, yet SLOPER’S way 
is an uncommon good one.—MCGOOSELEY again.) 

| have been to Margate. I have not been the worse for it, nor 
yet by any means to say the better. | don't know how many be:ns 
make five, but | know that it takes ten drinks to get from the Fort 
down to the Hall by the Sea, Wonders will never cease. 

(To be continued neat week.) 


ON THE RACK. 

“AH me! How sweet on 2 ee fleet 

‘To leave this murky, muddy town, 
And wing one’s tlight to regions bright 

Away fama visions tinged with brown!” 
These were my thoughts as, out of sorta, 

I sought tre friendly railway station ; 
My way I took, my gait and look 

Fraught with supremest jubilation. 


The porter Ings with Gladstone bags 
And trunks and sundry other luggage; 
He lugs my rugs with sulky shrugs— 
| note some envy in his shruggage. 
J mark with pain how towards the train 
tle bears ny various possessions ; 
His brow was sad ; the air he had 
That J.P.’s wear at Quarter Sessions. 


But stil, howe'er morose his air, 
However glum, however sceptical, 

My traps had got a sadder lot 
When stowed away in their receptacle, 

They'd cause, | own, to groan and moan 
And cry aloud, “ Alack ! alack !” 

For there they lay throughout the day 
In anguish keen upon the rack, 

ee 


GOING A LITTLE TOO FAR. 

Ir wasa “humility and holiness” meeting of the “ Army,” and 

Sarah Jane, the Converted Stepcleaner, having told what she knew 
of the old Sanskrit writings, called upon the new convert who had 
just joined. This was Peter Plugugly, the Reformed Ash Wednes- 
day Pancake Tosser, and he said : 
“Oh "—(they always begin with an “Oh” )—“ Oh, mai friends, 
before | j'ined the harmy | was as proud an’ conceited, an plunged 
in vanity as any of you sinners there in the back part o’ the all. 
But now my pride is gorn. My conceit ‘as vanished into the hair, 
an’ my vanity ‘as departed. There hain’t a more umble man 
than me in this yere ‘all to-night. Perhaps you don't believe what 
I say? Nevertheless it’s true, every word of it. To show you that 
my pride is all gone, that there's no sich thing as vanity or conceit 
in me, I'll git down from this platform and plarnt a kiss on the 
aged lips o’ that pore old washerwoman in the front row. 

True to his word, the Reformed Pancake Tosser scrambled from 
his perch, and started for the front seats, but before he had fairly 
reached them, both he and the audience had become motionless; 
for the lady bad arisen in her wrath, her eyes glowing with in- 
dignation at the blatant insult, and, drawing off the cotton glove, 
she moistened with a little common saliva her right palm, Thus 
ennbled to get a stronger grip upon the Brobdingnaginn umbrella, 
she whirled that article in the gas-light for one moment, and then 
brought it with a crash upon the head of the. humble convert. 

“Great shakes!" she ejaculated, in a voice of thunder, “ Me, 
a mother of thirteen—an’ seven of ‘em p'licemen—can't come in 
‘ere to pass away ten minutes ont o° the cold a'thout bein’ 
slobbered by an unemployed pancakemaker! "Ang yer want o 

ride; d'ye think J ain't got any? Now, then, missie (to Sarah 

ane), jes’ you strike up an ’ymn while | stuff the brolly down 
his throat an’ keep his ‘eart open!” ; p 

But Sarah Jane was dispersing the meeting, without “the 

customary collection.” 


by 
¥: * 


~ 
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AN AMATEUR PENITENT. 


—~— 


“< DRAT the girl!” exclaimed Mrs, Skindlewig, “ Here's a whole 

ee RGRe doin’, and she's foolin’ about after music 
half-past nine, too! 
What right’s a respect- | 
able girl to be out at 
this hour o' night? 
Mark my words, Skin- 
dlewig ” — with deep 
prophetic solemnity— 
“the girl ain't after 
ho good |" 

“If L didn't know 
your bark was worse 
than your bite, “Liza,” 
cried her better half, 
starting up with some 
warmth, ‘*l’'d— 
'd—" 


! 
! 
| 
' 
i 


1 


“There, there,” said 
Mrs, Skindlewig, as a 
cracked bell tinkled 
shrilly; “there's the i 
shop. If it’s Mrs. | 
Shuffler’s boy, don't | 
let him have as much 
asa ha'penny candle py } 
or a penn'orth of 4 
cheese without the 
money. His) mother 
owes three an’ tup- 
pence already.” 

A minute later her 
husband staggered in- 
to the little back par- 
lour, his face whiter 
than a scrap of paper, which dropped from his nerveless grasp 
upon the table. 

“A—a lad—just—brought it,” he gasped, hoarsely. 

Trembling Mrs. Skindlewig picked up the paper and read— 

“Dearest uncle and aunt, when you receive this | shall have 
started on a long journey. He loves me, and Lam happy—oh, so 
happy! Think kindly of your loving Lucey," 

* 


“A lad—just—brouglt it,” he gayped, 


* * * * . 

The shutters of the little “general” shop had long been closed 
for the night, yet within husband and wife still crouched beside 
the dying embers, 

“The brokers will be in to-morrow,” moaned Mrs. Skindlewig. 
“There is nothing left for us now but the workhouse.” 

: Aye the workhouse!" echoed the husband, drearily, adding, in 
a halt- 


whisper, as if to himself, “ And two years ago this very night 
my darling Lucy left 
her poor old broken- 
hearted uncle — for 
2 what?" 
The mournful si- 
~ lence which followed 
this unconsciously. 
! ttered query was 
—- broken by a timid, 
faltering knock at 
the outer door, Both 
started and gazed 
half fearfully at one 
another; then rising, 
Mr. Skindlewig 
strode into the nar- 
row passage and 
drew back the bolt, 
Mrs, Skindlewig, lis- 
fening with an in- 
tensity and eagerness 
for which she was 
, utterly unable to ac- 
count, heard a stifled 
exclamation and the 
wail of an infant, 
followed by a great 
ery; and beheld 
upon the threshold 
her husband half 
leading, half carry- 
ing a slender female 
figure, clad in tatters, 
who, with an infant 
pressed to her bosom and her disordered hair falling about her in 
wild confusion, sank at once to the floor. 

“My girl—my Lucy!” sobbed the old man, . 

“Uncle,” cried the kneeling wanderer, brokenly, “you will not 
spurn—you will not scorn me?” r u 

“Heaven forbid, poor Iamb!" murmured Mrs. Skindlewig, 
advancing and raising her up with trembling hands. 

“Oh, | cannot keep it up!” cried Lucy, suddenly standing erect 
and throwing back her hair, while smiles and tears chased one 
another across her face, and struggled for mastery with her voice. 
“Darling uncle! Kind, cross, scolding, loving old aunt! do not 
think badly of me. Your own foolish, affectionate, romantic little 
Lucy has come back to you again, | was married a week before | 
went away to Fred Dalry :nple, my mu-ic-master. He wanted to 
tell you everything, but my silly head was turned through reading 
foolish novels, 
and | wouldn't 
co sent. His 
father died in 
Australia, and 
we went out 
to settle af- 
airs. We are 
ever and ever 
so rich, and 
have only just 
come ck 
and I wanted 
to return asa 
prodigal and 
see how you'd 
Teceive me; 
and, oh! for- 
give me I ¥ 
now see how 
cruel and 
wicked my 
conduct has 
been, and, oh ! 
isn’t he a dar- 
ling baby ?— 
only seven 
months old, 
and called 
Josiah, after 
you, uncle. 
And, oh! 

lease fetch 

‘red; he's 
waiting in @ 
cabat the cor- 
ner of the street.and tell him not to break 
And we'll all live so happily together; 

and aunt, do say you forgive me! 


Half carrying a female figure. 


© Do not think badiy of tac. 


the bottles of port wine, 
and, oh! dearest: unc 


“Now, ny boys, what ean vou do for your living ?” 
“Do vou, guy nor, if you give us a chance.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


OBVIOUS 
“Never thought you'd descend to dog stealing, old man, Any 
one can see you collared that brute.” 


“Tam in love with & young baronet, Jear 
but neither of us have any mons” 
you recommend, as a husband, a }, .» 
old man who is likely to die soon 4°. 


©.¢ Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her trieuds whose portraits have not yet been tuserted 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


Wii Yt, 
WIG 
CY 
VAZZD 


In consequence of the following appearing in a sporting contemporary, “Mr. A. 
SLOPER, the eminent littérateur, has consented, at the request of numerous friends, 
to compete on Wednesday next for the gold medal given by Mr. Charles Moore, the 
proprietor of Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese, to whoever can put away six serves of his 
famous beefsteak, kidney, lark and oyster pudding, * the renowned old house, crowded 
always on pudding-days—namely, Wednesdays and Saturdays—was on this occasion 
literally packed with celebrities of every degree, rank and station, who raised 
a ringing cheer as A. SLOPER was conducted by his friend Charlie Moore to 
the seat formerly in the occupation of Dr. Samuel Johnson.—(1) Anon entered 
Head Waiter C..Je, and as A. SLOPER felt he was in a room hallowed by wits past and 
present, who had set the table in a roar, jocularity bubbled within him, as he 
observed, “Oh, Mr. Cole, you are a funny man !" which pleasantry was received with 
icy hauteur by the important individual so addressed. 2) “Gentlemen,” said A. 
SLOPER, stepping into the centre of the room with bottle of “Unsweetened” 
(replenished at the bar) in hand, and assuming the attitude of Henry Todd, the old 
waiter, in his picture on the wall, “ you who have laid your under-linen on me this 


No. °65.—Miss Cora CASELLI. 
“Enslaver of my heart, have pity !"— The Dook Snook, 


“Who could resist the charm of so much beauty ?” 
—Lord Rub, 


“ Fair maid, I hang upon your very smile."— The Hon. Billy. 


a |) |\\ WAY 
(1) “ Haud yer haund, ye carneeverous hippypottrmis; ye'll be juggling the guid Scotch drink in the Elder's 
wawe wi' yer daft capers, 


THE ELDER DINES OUT. 


(2) Gaily the Elder senoted through space with a wee 
bairnie’s smile on his bonny Scotch face. 
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day shall not go home with your outer garments buttoned up to the throat. I drink 
to you all. Bless you!"—Then Mr. Moore cut the pudding. —(3) After the secon! 
serve had been disposed of the sprightly SLOPER skipped from his seat ami, like the 
youthful Twist (good name), asked Moore for more, At the end of the third servr, 
which would Lave entitled him to a copper medal, a button flew off and caught one 
of the guests, a famous actor, slap on the nose. At the end of the fourth (silver 
medal! period) more buttons flew and guests sat back ; but when the fifth plate of 
pudding had disappeared, A. SLOPER, who hitherto had not turned one of his three 
hairs, appeared evidently distressed and his backers looked anxious, “Give him 
scope !" cried a well-known journalist who had backed him heavily. “ Push back 
tne table a foot or so!” “T'was done, and, behold! in a twinkle the sixth portion 
was a thing of the past. (4) A. SLOPER rose laboriously but victorious, at, 
faintly murmuring “ Back!" fell into the arms of Mr. Moore, who at once amily 
istered the generous liquor with good effect ;——(5) For anon the bemelalle: 
Eminent might have been observed in Mr. Moore's private office comfortably seate: 


on @ barrel like an over-blown Bacchus, where we will leave him for the bho 


ce oe 


(3) Then the Elder said. “ Let's all get tae oor beds, ladies; 
it’s just struck oue.” 


ve 
as 


gaienday, December 1 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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PS- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A Greeting, good friends! Hope you will he able to spare a few moments from the preparation 
hings Christmassy to ghince over the tasty little show I have prepared for you, 


Ouward :—An awful lot of rows there are About the scandal, 
! “ t m still Presented to the Grand Old Bill :—Tv gavl the rufian 
(ques, To answer Jor his blackguard blows :-— The“ HOLIDAYS,” as usual, take The plummiest 
Bech 


That's your sort. 
‘ma :—Hooray ! another freedo 


INNOCENCE. 


These are good coals, old man. 
They're well screened, at any rate. 


anes Seed sy camel 
QUE ES 


® 


A 
Bhe 5 1 va CHRYSANTHEMUM SHOW. 
ie hy 7 ymust be | ‘ 

4s lueay that we vere ae en mesrich and witty. 


“ Well, you have taken a big bite, Phyllis.” “ Let's see if I can't take a smaller one, ” 


and largest cake :—Before the Court they Carmen play, *Twas excellently done, they say:—The 
Oxford and the Cambridge blues Decide upon their trial errws :— The gallant marching Volunteers 
Have made a record, it appears. That's the lot. By the bye, I've forgotten to ask you what you 
think of the “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYs.” — What do you ray ? 


‘ q , Stunning! Stupendous! Ripping! 
Yes, it is ali that and more. Ta, taa———THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. sii ne 


= Sy 3 vt 

Sarcastic Beggarman. Ol! thank you, kind sir, for this 
ha’penny. It was so good on yer to relieve a pore man wi’ a 
ha’penny. It's the very fust ha'penny I've took to-day, I 
declare, 


(Horror! and little Binks out with his best girl, too, 


Farmer Heavytop (up for the Cattle Show), Try my 
weight? Try my— Pough! you doosn’t ‘spose I can 
set mese!f daown in that little chair, dew yer ? 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 
NEARING THE END. : 

Ovr task is nearly completed. Only two or three more copies 
on hand. Ina few days this year’s * ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS 
7 ‘ HOLIDAY'S ” will be worth 
its weightin gold,ay,and in 
bank notes tuo, for the mat- 
terof that! Edition after 
edition have we printed, in 
response to our supporters’ 
cries for more, until, at last, 
even the type from which 
we print the paper has 
struck work, and now lies, 
battered and worn out, 
completely useless for any 
other purpose than to be 
sold as old lead. The en- 
thusiasm with which his 
masterpiece has been 
greeted has greatly pleased 
A, SLOPER, and in tender- 
ing to the public his con- 
gratulations on their dis- 
crimination, he at the same 
time begs to thank them 
for their patronaye, and 
hopes fora renewal of the 
same, not ouly next Christ- 
mas, but during the whole 
of the coming vear, “ ALLY 
SLoper’s TLALE-HOLIDAY ’ is published every Thursday, as you 
all know: and don't forget it. Pay itregularly ; don’t miss a week, 
for, in 1503. We menn to sturtle the world and surprise its inhabi- 
tuts, so keep your eyes open, ee 

* 


NELLIE HIKIKS, who is <tuving at the Brighton Métropole with 
a country cousin, says the Marquis of Ailesbury looks quite nice 
sines he has grown a moustache, Nellie says she misses the Savers 


nake hat, though, * 
* 


Tis is undoubtedly a dyspeptic age, and as Christmas-time, 
now soe ose at hand, is admittedly the Period of Indigestion, 
A. SLOPER deems this a particularly appropriate time to call 
attention ton preparation, the use of which always sets his liver 
in working order again, Tle allades te the patent germ four from 
which the delicious “ [ovis bread and biscuits are manufactured— 
bread which, from its digestive and nourishing properties, should 
be in use in every household. Messrs. 8. Fitton and Sons, of 
Macclesfield, supply this health-giving delicacy, since using which 
the Eminent fecls quite another man; whilst the Twins are looking 
more blooming than ever, ** 


Toorstk, dear girl, desires to direct the attention of all her fair 
readers to one or two little things which no well-reculated damsel 
should be withont, Virst, there 
is the Christmas Number of 
The Gentlewoman, certainly one 
of the best of the Winter Annn- 
als, whilst the Vule Zide Gilt 
Number of the same publication 
must not be missed. The 
Winter Number of The Lady is 
especially excellent, and chock- 
full of good reading lovely 
fashions, and notes on novel- 
ties. Lastly, she wonld reeom- 
mend the Christmas Crackers of 
Messrs, G. Sparagnapane and 
Co., as being pretty in de- 
sign, and containing all sorts 
of nices, and the most yume 
yummy mottoes the most ro- 
mantic girl ever dreamed of, 

= 


“Wy. my dear, you might 
‘ave been hestablished these 
many years, you look so well 
horganised !" exclaimed Aunt 
Geeser to Lardi Longsox when 
they met in the Strand the other 
day. \* 


THE Patriarchal Pugilist has 
this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the © Award of Merit” 
upon PROFESSOR LANDERMAN, 
because he trained a Kangaroo 
to box, “Strikes me, fevther,” chanted the Azure-Orbed Aquarium. 
ite, “it wouldn't be a bad idea to get the professor to give youa 
few lessons in the noble art. You're a shocking duffer with yer 
dooks, and, as Landy’s been so successful with a kangaroo, he 
ought fto have very little trouble with a jacka——" But the 
Aged guessed what was coming and nipped the insult in the bud, 
and once again the Blue-Eyed was borne, squirming in agony, 


from the apartment, oe 
* 


“THE CoMET,’ a Shorthand Christmas Annual, edited by Ernest 
Coulson, M.N.P.S., and published by him at Scopwick, near Lin- 
coln, price 3¢.. should interest all frisky phonographers, Alexandry 
and Cousin Evelina are wiring in at it preparatory to going ona 
visit to the gay Coulson. Alec seems to think the “ HALF UN,” 
set in shorthand each week, would bea kind o’ luxury for those 
who indulge in the mysteries of Isaac Pitmau’s hvoks, loops and 
circles. se 

s 


In London, as arule, Opera Bouffe is noted more for its quantity 
rather than its quality, 8, when we do come across a renal, right- 
down good  speci- 
men of its class, we 
can ill afford to pass 
it. by without notice. 
Ma Mie Rosette, at 
the Globe Theatre, 
is an excellent ex- 
ample of what comic 
opera és in France, 
and should be in 
England. The mu- 
sic is sweet, and, in 
parts, renily high- 
class, and the lines 
are witty—with wit, 
let it be said, one can 
Inangh heartily at. 
Of course, as far as 
the staging of the 
play goes, the En- 
glish manager can 
vie with any of his 
f reign compeers, so, 
in the ease of Ma 
Mie Rosette,alavisn 
expenditure results 
in a very tastefully- 
mounted opera, The 
company engaged in tae interpretation of the opera is about as 
strong 2 one as could possib y have been obtained, and the names 
of Eugéne Ondin, Frank Wyatt, Courtice Pounds, Jennie M‘Nulty 
and Jessie Bond, speak for themselves. 


ALLY SLOPER’S WALF-HOLUIDAY. 


A TWOPENNY ‘bus, together with four threes of “ Unsweetened,” 
brought A. SLOPER, the other evening, to the Mile End Road, and 
two more goes of his favourite 
beverage took him from thence 
to the Paragon Palace of Varieties, 
a hall muchly patronised by the 
East End <Aristocracy, After 
throwing himself into the arms of 
Mr. A. Theodon, the genial man- 
ager, and treading on the corns of 
sundry attendants, the Eminent 
was eventually shot into the audi- 
torium, assisted by the foot of an 
irate parent, at whose three pretty 
daughters he had dared to wink. 
But this is nothing; A. SLOPER 
has felt the foot of an angry father 
before now, and familiarity breeds 
contempt. Suflice it to say that 
the entertainment at the Paragon 
pleased him greatly, as, indeed, it 
seemed to do most of the spectators. 
Among the company engaged here 
are such well-known persons as 
Johnuny Hanson, Harry  Pleon, 
Brown, Newland, and Leclercq, 
and Kate James. No wonder the 
hall is thronged nig hily. 


THE Annnal * Dinner of the 

Brighton Flying Club took plase 
on December Ist at the Prince 
Albert Hotel, Trafalgar Street, 
when a silver cup, given by : 
A. SLOPER, was presented to the winner. The F.0O.M., in his 
speech on pigeon-flying, tried to illustrate his words by tuking an 
aerial flight himself; but, after falling into the coal-seuttle and 
wetting fixed there for some considerable time, he decided that in 
future he would coutine himself purely to oratory. 


s 
THE People’s Concert Hall, in Manchester, now possesses one of 
A, SLOPER’S Music-Hall Certificates, and well it deserves it too. 
Lord Bob says if St. Charrington were to come across that Certifi- 
cate unawares, his suspension from the L.C.C, would bea baby as 


| compared to the shock he would experience. Wot cher, Charry ? 
* 


*= 
Mr. C. S. GOVER, solicitor and F.O.S., has been doing well in 
the oof line lately. This is mainly dne to the advice A. SLOPER 
has always given him—at six and eightpence a teucher, Gover is 
a sound lawyer, and as Alexandry observed the other day, * You 
might Go-ver-thur than Queen Street, Cheapside, and fare worse.” 
M'yes. 2. 
= 


A. SLOPER is nothing if not Christmassy. He's not one of those 
ill-humoured, fin de siécle individuals who think it smart, don’t 
you know, to < 
ev erlastingly 
run down the 
festive season, 
and allude to 
it as humbug 
or bally rot. 
Not he! The 
Tottering Fa- 
bric is old- 
fashioned 
enough to like 
his Christmas 
to beatimeof 
feasting and 
jollification, 
and, like the 
barons of o!d, 
he believes 
in keeping 
open house at 
this particular 
season; and 
where is the 
man who can 
say he has 
visited SLOPER in his ancestrai hail aud been turned away athirst 
or a-hungered? Of course this sort of thing involves a lot of 
expense and trouble, but Mrs. 8., good soul ! doesn’t mind that, and, 
for weeks past now, the lower regions of Court Mildew have been 
exclusively given over to the manufacture of the delectable pudding 
and the mouth-melting mince-pie. The Twins this year have been 
appointed raisin-stoners-in-chief, previous ex perience having taught 
the Eminent’s good lady that both the Biue-Orbed and Gore- 
Bespattered are not to be trusted, rs 


s 
THE “ Folly,” in Manchester, was en fetea few nights back, when 
the F.0.M. and a sprinkling of “Friv.” girls with him weighed in. 
The arrival of A. SLOPER created a regular furore, but, luckily, 
there was no panic, although someone did cry “ Fire!” when they 
first caught sight of the Eminent’s danger signal. The entertain- 
ment at the “Folly” is Al copper-bottomed, and the company a 
real, right-down good "un. “2 
* 


THE Directors of the Palace Theatre, which opened successfully 
last Saturday, zave a private view of the premises on the evening 
previous. A. SLOPER will have more tosay on this subject next week. 

ss 


Ld 

CuRIsTMAs is at hand, and there is joy in the Innd of Balletdom. 
No longer dves the giddy extra lady and the gushing chorus girl 
subsist upon the hum- 
ble bread and Cheddar 
and the odoriferous 
onion; no longer does 
she regard a visit to the 
paradise of port and 
seedy biscuits as the 
acme of delight. Not 
she! The pantomine 
season’s about to com- 
mence ; she’s got an en- 
gagement; she's in the 
“ perfession” now, and 
nothing under a cham- 
payne supper, asealskin 
mantle, or a hundred- 
guinea bracelet can win 
even the least honeyed 
of her smiles, 

es 
* 

WE are in a position 
to give an unqualified 
denial to the statement 
made by a financial 
journal that A, SLOPBR 
had some pickings out 
of the Panama job, It 
is true, however, that 
on one oceasion, when 
fooling tround in Paris, 
he met old Lesseps, and 
plavfully remarked, “[ 
could do, could do, 
could do, could do, could do with a bit." We mention this 
because we think the incident very likely gave rise tothe grave 
aspersions now made on the Old ‘Un’s character. 


(Saturday, December 17, 1t¢2, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER NTH 
—>— ; 
18th December, 1840.—The followin isti 
. =I gz cabs "Al en! 
tion, from the journal ot Mr, Raikes, of this eines an fees 
If the year 1774 (death of Louis XV.) betaken, 
4 and its ciphers be succes- * 
7 sively added tw the 
7 figure in the unit's place 
1 of that number, 


— will be produced (d 
1793 of Louis XV) oe 


Take . . 1794 (death of Robespierre) 
in the same manner, you 
Have . . 1815 (fall of Napoleun). Continue 


again, you 

Have . . 1830 (fall of Charles X.); again 
proceed, you 

Have . . 1842 (death of the Duke of Orleans), 


19th December, 1793.—Toulon was this day reeip:.. 
the French. “The only thing,” says an ingenious Wien : 
the English had to console them under the loss of ‘: 
that, upon the best calculation, it cost, while in their 
from £20,000 to £25,000 per day. 


_20th December, 1860,—Alfred Bunn, manager and author 
diet this day at Boulogne. Punch used to ridicule hin Waiver 
fully, and, when he retaliated, dubbed him the “Hot Cros. [., 


1892, 


+ Whieh 
oulon, was 
POssession 


inn” 


21st December, 1869.—The French newspaper, La J.) 
of this date, after stating that an innocent new game, eal od 
Annonces Rimées,” or “Rhymed Advertisements,” was |i. 
be very popular throughout the winter, remarked, “ Aftr ai ali 
is no novelty ; it is simply a renewing of what is very old, |i ti. 
‘grand siécle’ people played at that rhyming game: but it a 
called the game of Valentines, from the humble name «/ th 
inventor (!). In court and city valentines were, for some tin, fi 
the rage, but they suddenly crased after the Duke de Chey i 
had killed, in a duel, a gentlemau who had sent him a valentin. ,, 
these words :— cas 


ty 


Was 


“*Monseigneur le Duc de Chevreuse, 
Lair faux, Foil pourri, la dent creuse.’” 


22nd December, 1717.—A_ proclamation was this da: 
issued, declaring that guineas should be current at no more than 
one and twenty shillings, and half-guineas, double-guineas ani 
five-pound pieces proportionately ; that broad pieces, of th i 
twenty shillings and six pence, should be reduced to three ani twenty 
shillings, and smaller pieces proportionately: This was doue on 
account of the scarcity of gold. 


a 
23rd December, 1683. — Evelyn notes this day—* Lhe 


smali-pox very prevalent and mortal; the Thames frozen.” 


24th December, 1861.—The Library of Washington, eon. 
taining 35,000 volumes, several paintings, and 12,000 bronze med Js, 
and part of the House of Congress was this day destroved by tiv» 


THE GLOBE-TROTTING LADY. 

HER name was quite familiar to the Hottentots and Zulus, 

And the Comanches and Apaches and Sioux knew all about her: 
She had furnished Chinese toddlers with the different kind of tulus, 

Mae she great unwashed of Java said they couldn't do without 

er. 

She figured as the patron of a patent incubator, 

And her name was spread out broadcast by the chickens as they 


speeced 
From the frozen fields of Lapland to the land of the Equator: 
She supplied a waiting public with the very things it needed. 


Asa “sewing circle” leader she achieved a reputation, 
And her name was like a tocsin in the drapers’ shups around Lier. 
She was known in every millinery art association, 
Ans army of dressmakers sent up thanks that they had found 
er ; 
But she was a total stranger to the art of domesticity, 
And all matters appertaining to the same were much below her. 
She cou write up tracts by thousands on the home and i 
elicity ne 
For the heathen of all nations; but her husband didn’t know 
her. 


ed 


A MORAL TALE. 


LITTLE Willie had a dear papa and achar-ming mamma. Tis 
papa belong-ed to what is called a Lodge, but manma did not. 
On “Lodge” nights poor papa did not get home until ever so late, 
so that Willie could not sit up and kiss him good-night. Was at 
not sad? So one night Willie de-ter-mined to sit up in bed and 
quiet-ly listen for papa’s foot-step, so that he might call out 
“Good-night, papa,” down the staircase. , 

Oh! it seemed gv long to Little Willie, although he was not put 
to bed until ten. And then he Leard so many foot-steps, Ui | 
could not dis-tinguish which were his papa’s amongst them. 0 
strange language, too, and words of which he did not com-pre-let 
the meaning. But he noted them down, not only on the tal-ir's 
of his mind, but on the dress-ing-table toilet-co-ver also, with Wg 
little alu-emin-ium pencil, and on the following morning he asked= 

“Papa, dear, what is a bal-let?” 

“A dance, my precious,” said papa, 

“ And what does it do!” 

“ Moves about, same as other dances, dear.” sti 

“Then, why did mamma say it was naugh-ty, and you showent 
go and see it?” So eae 

“Your en ge didn’t say ‘ wee aang hiy, Lie nee pia ‘ 

recious,” said papa, turning his glance from th BL Oba 

Vea: ley ‘on the Cea italguese “The bal-let is so called from 
having orig-i-na-ted with the dances of the Nautch girls in ee 
and your good, ern mother’s Christian soul re-volts against a" 
thing connected wit -gan-ism.” 

Was that the truth, oe an girls? Well, SLo-PER age a 
but he thinks Little Willie's paper just got out withaslight par’ 
of his teeth-rind. 

— 
ONLY A JAPANESE FAN. 


IT was nothing but a plain, penny Japanese fan, alth« 
tainly it occupied a seat to itself in the cool conservatory 
on the Joneson’s somewhat overheated drawing-rooms. exihee 

it was their first little “ hop” of the winter, and it ea were 
pity that the night was so “ stuffy,” for the dancing-ro 
intolerably hot. < amie CAME 

And there that little fan lay. Presently Mr. pie if 
along. He had just scrambled through a quadrille ane a 
amazingly. He grabbed that fan anc swooped it in inex repeat 
straightway he gave a tremendous sneeze ; a og be a ie 
it twice more, and thrice more after that. Then ae 
fan, dropped it, scowled at his hands, and ie ae 
& muttered “d— it.” Young Muttanhedd, w bes Hest 
“Billy’s Dandelion” with much success, crawled Hs Chat (nek: 
vatory with pretty Lydia Lynedoch. “Great ain ae 
he said. “Here's a fan, Let me cool that eb p's tail whet 
fanned her for something less than the shake of a st Bee vis 
with tears streaming from her eyes, she broke ou ae 
sneeze, Muttanhedd dropped it, too. Then he Bit 
handkerchief and rubbed away at his fingers ae pli ins 
the fan behind some geranium pots and led the a ss ehut oe 

Then a side door opened, and Johunie eee A ie te 
Billie Brigginshovel, etat 124, entered. They g:ze¢ aud anid= 
grinned, ‘Then Billy picked up the fan by the top oh sulle 
“Let's get some more treacle an’ red pepper an © 


of “em!” 
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TRUE LADY-KILLERS. 


there has been discovered a troop of technically-trained 
; women warriors.) 


_—— 


1 Dahomey 


OULD tell you such things ofan Amazon band 
: “That I’m eure | don’t know what you'd say o’ 


; ie; ; , 
(te Things | heard from a journalist chap in the 
"5 Stran 
Of the warrior women of Dahomey. 


These doughty young dameels all fight in the 


van 
Whene'er there's a battle a-taking place: 
And still more they'll conquer poor wavering 


man, 
Though in his heart's many an aching place. 


:) And (inspired by example) ‘tis ramonred around 
J ~ That the ladies of England—the best of them 
In the forefront of battle will henceforth be 


found, : 
And—well, husdands will not get the best of 
them. 
To nrgue with Woman is labour in vain 
(Who'd attempt it 0 base interloper is) ; 
Sut let's hope these fair soldiers won't march 
to Shoe Lane, 
And make an attack on “ The Sloperies,” 
Ss 


WHAT WE'RE COMING TO. 
rite Union Seoretary. Morning, mate, 
Ilan, Morning, Mr, Walker, ; 
¢ Vuien Sceretary. L hear that you're going to marry old 
r s danghter. 
Weed be Yes, sir, next Saturday, 
jaa Cuion Svcretary, Well, then, you'll have to break it off, 
‘eos [rubbing doesn’t belong to the union ; he’s a blackleg. 


A WALWORTH ROMANCE. 
Huxry still lingered, . ; 
Alcenty the little black hands of the four and sixpenny American 
supon the mantelshelf indicated the hour beyond which 
brutal, matter-of-fact parent had forbidden “that young 
‘mes ‘ere after you" to stay ; already the old gentleman's 
audible vawn, and the noise he made as he raked out the 
embers of the tire and tramped down the little narrow 
to bolt up for the night, had warned lovers that the dread 
of! parting had come, 
+ Henry still lingered, 
fi, subdued light thrown by a badly-trimmed safety-lamp 
astrange radiance upon the countenance of Louis:'s lover, 
s the fair girl turned up her ripe, pouting lips fora final 
rice, her quick eye detected in an instant that all was not well 

iti tim. There was 0 look of intense yearning, a subtie sense as 
pf something wanting, upon the strong, earnest young face that 
ert a sharp pang, 

evr. doubt, remorse, | 


ie scarce knew 1S 


ire pies 
mut 


it, through the 
heart that 
beit-otruly beneath 
! well - laced 


eitle 


inery,” she 
altered, aud there 
son world of 
Diewding pathos in 
he pure young 
oice, “tall me what 
Wirt lias cast this 
hiandow upon our 
reins, 
Henuev started: abe 
pliv from his 


f By, 
ry A a7) 


Hot the fair girl had risen, 


“’Enery,” she wailed, “I—I feared, 
dreaded this, 


You have something on your mind—a dark 
ret wich you fear to confide. Ah!" she cried, wildly, as some 
HSnown emotion for & moment contorted her lover's features, 
vou cue in pain, T have wounded your sensitive, highly-strung 
evs, “Some chance word, some thoughtless sentiment of 


ae 


ear 
Wat Henry could resist_no longer. 
ently, soothingly. “Tt ain't nothink, [ tell you; on'y | got a bit o 
Timp skin in that holler tooth of mine, and I was just wonderin’ 
vou'd lend me one of your hairpins to pick it with.” 
a el even the Spirit of Romance paused not for one brief 
hentin its hasty flight to bestow n perce giance upon the 


bower of all Walworth, as with a dull wooned 
: Milanese: eav: 
Wty upon the imitation Axminster. : Tie ch aid 


“Stow it, Loo,” he said 


GIRLS OF THE «“FPRIV.” 
No. 77.—JEANIR. MALTRAVERS. 
Sort is the cheek of the charming 
Jean 
As the down on an angel's wing ; 
Soft is the glance of her sparkling 
een 
As the love-looks of birds in 


spring; 
Soft is the hair on hershapely head 
As, in Eden's fair bower, was 
Sve's; 
Soft are her tones as a fairy’s tread, 
Or as sighs that the west wind 
heaves 
When it airily wantons o'er moor 
and croft 
To the“ bushes in oor kail yard ;” 
But why, when all else is so 
sweetly soft, 
Wears the damsel a heart so 
hard? 


Softly IT spake to the charming 
Jean 

Of a love that would ne'er decay ; 

Softly T begged her to reign the 
qneen 

OF my home and my heart for 


aye, 
Softly she muttered, with spiteful 
neers, 
That the creatures called men 
she loathed ; 
So nightly | wallow in soft, soft 


And j ; ' _. tears, 
rou sackcloth I'm daily clothed. 
Vy cause at my passion fair Jean has ecoffed, 
au Lee Joy of my life is marred ; 
lonitel that, for being eo thundering soft, 
Nd kiek mveelf thundering hard | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX 


THE Mansion Hovse. Lonpoy, E.C., 
December 6th, 1892. 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS APPEAL.” — The Lord Mayor 


(F.0.S.) sends £2 2s., with his compliments. 
: SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 144.—-HE Paves THE Way TO A CLOSE INTIMACY WITH 
MR. IRVING's Boor. 
ALTHOUGH for years nineteen 
| The Tattered, Torn and Seedy ‘Un 
| Has aye the understudy been 


To England's first tragedian, 
He's ne’er, until a week ago, 
Been called upon to tread the boards 
In Henry Irving's place, and show 
His talent to admiring hordes. 
So SLoPER to the brim 
Was filled with fine felicity’ 
One morn, when Irving said to him— 
“This evening far from this city . 
On urgent business [ must be, 
Yet I'm persuaded, SLOPeR dear, 
That worthy of yourself and me 
Will be your rendering of King Lear.” 


The Wreck began to act 
In manner meritorious, 
And round the house ao densely packed 
Ran plaudits wild, uproarious, 
But from his flask he swigged a deal 
OF gin each time he left the stage, 
That he might fire himself to feel 
The storm-tossed outcast’s stormy rage. 


So—when they reached that portion of the play 
Where to his “nuncle,” with a sly grimace, 
Kinz Lear's cute fool exclaims, “ Now, canst thon say 
Why stands thy nose i’ the middle of thy face?"— 
The Mound, inflamed with drink, and not recalling 
That from the text that quizzing speech was ta‘en, 
Ponred out a storm of eldritch yells, and, falling 
Upon the fool, belaboured him amain. 
And, while spectators all did “ Murder!" shriek, 
He howled, “ Confound your check! Do you suppose, 
Because I've got an extra-ponderous beak, 
I'll let you crack your jokes upon my nose?” 


TW orPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
o 


10 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


A CHARMING PIECE OF MUSIC, 


TOOTSIE'S “SERPENTINE DANCE,” 


Specially composed by LEOPOLD WENZEL, Musical Director at 
the Empire Theatre, Leicester Square, 


AND A DOUBLE-PaGE PLATRF, BY W. F. THOMAS 
measuri: 


ng 22in. x 15im), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


A GAY CHRISTMAS EWE, 
AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing the first performance of the Grand Christmas 
Pantomime, written by the Eminent Littérateur ). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TW oOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Trp SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, LONDON, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


OMRIStTIMAS APPHBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £42 10s. 6d. 

Since RECEIVED: — A. SLOPER, rs F.0.M, (Weekly Donation), £1: 
Mrs, SLOPER, 10s.; ALEXANDRY, 1s.$d.; BILL HiGGINS, lld.; JUBILEE, 1s,: 
GINETTA, 3$d.; BOULANGER, 3d.; TOOTSIE, £1; TOTTIE GOODENOUGH, 10s.; 
NELLIE HIKIES, 10s.; LARDI LoNGsox, 10s; LORD BOB, £1; DOOK SNOOK, 
2s, 64d.; HON. BILLY, 4d.; MCGOOSELEY, 1$d4.; IKY MOSES, 8d.; UNCLE 
BOFFIN, 98.6d.; AUNT GEESER, 3s.; COUSIN EVELINA, 2$d.; MCNAB, 8d.; 
BNATCHER, |4d.; TODDLES, §d.; MINNIE THURGATE, 58.; THE LORD MAYOR 
(Alderman STUART KNILL, F.O.S.), £2 2s.; FRANK BURTON, Victoria B.C., 
8s, 6d.; Dr. TOM RuBINSON, F.O.S., £118.; LEONARD MIDDLETON, £1; 
R, M. CRompPTON, F.O.S., £1 1s.; KATE JAMES, £1 1s.; ROBERT ROBERTSON, 
1s.; “ROY THE RUMFOUZLER,” 10s, 6d.; W. LUCAS, 10s.; A CITY CLERK, 5s. ; 
JOHN SWAIN, £1 18.; F.A.S., 58.; J. B. CLARKE, 10s. 6d.; C. W. F. COOKE, 
2s.6d.; MAGGIE DUGGAN, 5s.; FRANK WATKINS, 10s. 6d.; Mra. SARA LANE, 
£1 1s.; Fox, GREIG & Co., £5; J. TESSIN (?) Plymouth, 6d, 

Making a total received up to December 6th, 1892, £65 6s. 7d. 


“THE SUN OF YORK” OUTSHINED. 
Now is the winter of our discontent 

Come sore and strong upon us, And we vent 
Anathemas, or hurl incensed lampoons 

Against the powers who rule the brumal moons ; 
For, in our wanderings, much we muse, perplexed 
To guess what stern calamity shall next 

Fall foul upon us. Whether, earthward flung 

By latent ice, we'll bite in twain our tongue ; 

Or whether, like some Hy perborean tide, 

The hurtled snowball down our back shall glide; 
Or whether, forced by piercing winds to sup 
Unnumbered liquid warmths, we ll get locked up: 
Or whether, pratnpte by fogiferous elves, 

We'll lose our cash, our temper and ourselves ! 


Yet shall the winter of our discontent 

Be glorious summer, if we'll not consent 

To leave the domiciles in which we dwell 

Save when necessity doth us compel ! 

But here the render cries, “ Now, nay! now, nay ! 
"Twill give us hy pochondria if we stay 

Too much upon our hearths.” Not so, good friend ! 
If, for your leisure, two poor pence you'll spend, 
Much stose of mirth and joy, and peace of mind, 

In “SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS" you'll find. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“Now, SLOPER, old man, glasses round, eh?" “Of course they 
And once more he 


are—don't think they're square, do you?” 

escaped his “turn.” 
SEASONABLE Query: 

that?” 5 
THE coal-heaver who gives short weight is not only a heaver, 


but a dis-heaver. 


“Laureateship ahoy! Whose ship's 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


_— oe 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


Daa — eee IT; 

Des Jeorge Smith's plebeian name, he mi av 
aristocrat. Around his birth hung a dark ty see Whee ene 
place and ex- . ~ . s 
actly when 
was among 
the things 
unknown. \ 
That he had ‘ 
seenthelight \ 
previously 
was well \ 
known, but 
those who 
knew the \ 
history of 
his upbring- 
ing could 
only speak of 
it from the . 
moment at , 
which he was 
found at the 
door of the 
workhouse 
wrapped inn 
fragment of 
old car- 

t, which 

ormed a too 
inadequate 
overcoat, 
From that 
moment a 
diary, had he 
been dis- 
posed to keep 
such a thing, would have been monotonons reading. After 
the sixth or seventh dav of his brightening his new sphere with 
his yells, his daily record might have been expressed ina long row 
of dittus, On the day after his arrival, a meeting of Guardians was 
held, and as it was considered unlikely that the unnatural parents 
would be discovered, the finding of the baby was entered in the 
minute book of the institution, and as convenience demanded that 
he should have a name, he was awarded that of Georse Smith 
rtly because it was a useful, unostentations name, and partly 
cause it was that of the Chairman of the Board, who was thus 
complimented by the selection. 

After that, George Smith's life for many years was routine, tem- 
pered by a desire for something to eat, which, in later life. became 
chronic. Then he was hired out to Farmer Somers with a view 
that, in time, he might become an agriculturist, whose ambition 
would take its highest aim in the possession of three acres and a 
cow. But that farmer had a daughter—a romantic dauzhter, She 
had read much circulating library matter, and from it she learned 
that it was not unusual for earls and others to hang their offspring 


des eel ee SU 
ine y 
fi i ¢ ‘ 
Hi Mi M7. 


VM a 
i 


At the door of the workhouse. 


Vt 


Deep in circulating library matter. 
at workhouse doors, and that the offspring afterwards fought their 


way upward in the world to claim their inheritances. [ta dozen 
sons of earls and a couple of hundreds of other unassorted aris- 
tocracy had already done this in circulating brary literature, why 
should not George Smith? She, therefore, cultivated George ; but, 
as she proposed to emulate the heroine, she was reserved. She 
could picture the time when she would be seated in the carriage 
beside an earl or a duke, while an excited tenantry drew the car- 
riage down a nobie avenue of trees; but, to enjoy this thoroughly, 
their love must be secret, and, besides, the thing might not come 
off. Anyhow, George was the best example of male humanity 
about the district with whom she could cultivate a romantic pas- 
sion, and that had as much as anything to do with the relations 
which subsisted between them. 

But it was over. Mary and he were parted, and George Smith 
heaved a sigh as he turned at the top of the hill he was ascending 
and took a last look at the farm which held his loved one, but 
where his daily bread had been limited. As he turned away with 
a half-groan, his nostrils were saluted with the grateful aroma of a 
savoury stew, of which no 
unimportant part was evi- 
dently onions. A glance 
in the direction whence 
the aroma proceeded re- 
vealed the intermittent 
glean of a fire. A couple 
of caravans were beside 
the fire, and a group of 
individuals were busily 
engaged making prepara- 
tions for camping. 

As George approached, 
he observed that the culi- 2 
nary operations were pre- 
sided over by a gigantic —™® 
figure of a man, while a *< 
no less gigantic female >) 
was close by engaged in 
setting out a plain but 
useful service of tin dishes. 
As George came nearer he 
was observed, and a voice .~ 
exclaimed— 

“Who goes thar?” ‘ 

“I do,” said George, x 
meekly, 

“Oh, tramp?” 

“T suppose so.” 

The speaker glanced at 
George for 2 moment, and 
then briefly said— 

“Fill a dish for him; 
there should be enough 
for all of us.” Re 

Five minutes later George Smith was reali-ins what he deemed 
to be the most blissful moment cf his lile. He was delving into d 
dish of stewed rabbit, with a prospect of more. 

(To be continued next week.) 


Took a last look at the farm. 
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THE “F.0S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE REAL REASON. ay i. poe a 


A Om [oho 
\ no —= =z, ~ 
THE CHILD IS FATHER TO THE MAN. 


| 
| 


No. 286,- Sin A. K. STEPMENSON, F.O.S, 

“In spite of warnings from disinterested friends, but not 5 a A 
altogether without fear of the consequence, we ie the por- Visitor, Why were Adam and Eve turned out of the Garden of Eden? ee 
trait of a gentleman whose connection with the Public Prose- First Child. Dunno. Farmer Huggins, Say, porter, I've sold my 
entor is too well known to dilate upon here. Sir A. K. Stephenson Visitur. Well, what do you say, dear? Lunnon here. Can't Dive hone On his reset bowtie 
was born many year but, with our usual modesty, and e a i Vorter, Cattle-trucks other end of stat ee 
knowing well the sens isposition possessed by our hero, we Sis (triumphantly), ‘Cos the apples were ripe, and it was feared they might prig ‘em. This is the passenger entrance, AENEID. 
refrain from giving dates. Asa child, the genial A. K. 8, never ee 
cried, langhel or played marbles, but was excessively fond of 
brimstone aul treacle, wlach he would take down by the pound, 
Consequently his temperament sweetened as his age increased. HOW THE SCAN DAL GREW. 
As @ youth, he never swore, smoked or played pitch-and-toss, but 
was very fond of whisky, Scotch preferred, and was often called 
to the bar in consequence. When a young man, he migratel 
from his native village to London with the firm determination of 
taking a rise out of Cocknevism generally, but the latter gently 
rebuked him by robbing him of all his possessions before he had 
been in the metropolis more than a day, This, naturally, made 
him spitefal, and going down on his knees on the pavement in 
front of Bow Street Police Court, he swore with a big swear that 
at some future period he would make the criminal classes lap 
sorrow up by the spoonful. And he has kept his oath with a 
vengeance. Chiefly because he is a clever lawyer, he was created 
F.O.S., aud the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
PPSth, 890" Pebrett Improved. 


EDUCATIONAL. 
Applied science. 


(1) Sfrs. Mulligan. Well, good day t'ye, Mrs. Rooney. Oi must be goin’ home to people in it, and the divils are afther blowin’ up all County Cork '—(1) Barney 
give Mulligan a good blowin’ up for his goin's on at the fair. (2) Mrs. Rooney. Murphy, Run, officer, loike the divil was after you. Dan Mulligan the Fanian + 
Div ye hear, Pat? Ould woman Mulligan’s away off home to blow her ould man to raised an army av Moonloighters and ten tons of dinnymoite, and he swears by this 
bits, and who knows what more mischief she'll be afther.—(3) /'a’ Rooney. Here, and that he'll march on Dublin and blow ivery Orangeman in Ould Oireland to the | 


Barney, Barney Murphy. Run for yer loife, or there'll be murderdone! Dan divil, Shure he's blown the town to dust !——(5) Aud when the storm of virtuous 
Mulligan and his woife's blown the whole av Ballycrashy to smithereens wid all the indignation burst upon Dan Mulligan it took him somewhat by surprise. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. DANCE. 


vane 


“y - - sy — 
: = apie , 
_ whet ay 
tl all GONE a 
SLOPER cometh to close avarters with his natural enemy— 
5 water, neat. 


Short-Sighted Lady. Dance with yout a iatae 
No. 40.—Puttie. not. You'reonly abey. 


“Won't you take a seat ?” 
“Seat? Well, Iam, ain't 1?” 
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